CHAPTER i
A LADY WITH THE FACE OF TOMORROW
I DIDN'T want to be a spy.
I didn't want to go to Russia.
I had other plans for my life altogether.
The story of how it all came about begins in Hull, in the month
of August 1914. My friend Holly and I had just climbed into bed
when we heard the newsboys in the street shouting to tell us that
war between England and Germany had begun. We had rushed
into the street in our dressing-gowns to buy the paper and spent
most of the rest of the night discussing what we should do. Eventually
we had decided to join the Legion of Frontiersmen because we
liked their blue uniforms and that touch of bright-looking chain
mail they wear upon their shoulders, the chain most of all We had
been accepted and given a solemn assurance that, wherever the
fighting was thickest, there should we be. So we had ordered our
uniforms and gone back to our jobs to devour the papers and speak
of nothing but our coming glorious days. But before I had time
for even the first fitting of my blue uniform I received a letter
adorned with several seals from the Russian Consul in Hull. It
asked me to be good enough to call on him at his office, where he
would put a suggestion to me with which he hoped I would agree,
I called with rather bad grace, because I had a foreboding of what
it might be.
Actually it was an old grievance of mine which this letter from
the Russian Consul was threatening to raise. I had been born in
St. Petersburg twenty-one years before. My father was a Scot, my
mother a Slav. But from my earliest years I had hated the Russian
in me and nursed my Britishness with holy joy. I had a Union Jack
and a coloured portrait of King Edward VII on my bedroom wall,
and I solemnly saluted both of them every morning as soon as I
rose. It was a little Britain my father and I had built off from Russia
within our four walls, but my bedroom was its citadel, and at the
age of sixteen I had gladly come home to complete my education
in Britain and was ready to knock the head off anyone who should
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